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T wea early the next afternoon that Huarold SBtanley mounted the
stepa of the Montrose house at Hiverdale. His shoulders were

squared and his Jaw waas set

For he waa very muoh afrald,

The sories of hasardous adventures with the Crimeon Btain
band had not in any way shaken his nerve, nor aroused in him any

emotion exeept the trus fighter's joy

of battle, The peat of the man-hunt

was nol upon him, and he would blithely stake his life again on the quest, aa
be had befors, Neveriheloss, he waa frightened. And his nerves wore taut

and shakiog.

For he was planning to do the most herole deed of his whole

eareor, and the prospect filled him with panic .
In other words, he was planning to tell Florence Montrore that he loved
her more than all the world bealdes, and to ask her to be his wife, Bmall

ond rod, Even as the charging clephant shrinks In quaking
;vﬂ"&:.m:.m_ #o such an ordeal may crumple the cournge of the most

valiant man.

He had slways loved Florence.
Even when she was a child he had
been vaguely aware that his regard
for her was more then that for &
schoolday playmate. And singe re-
turning from college his love had

toadil wing and strength-
- untu!-:::n to himself-<he
sould no longer deny its exlstence.

He had teld himself, weeks earller,
Jove must have no place.in his
until he should have achleved
his goal of svlving Ih:m(:ﬂm-ul. :‘::m.n

f bringing b or's
-’.mr“ao But Meveral
had changed his resolve, Not
was hid love for Florence grow-

to an intensity that made silence
a torturs, but he feit that hia litte
nesded some maore power-
protector than her vislonary and
father.
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‘re here!" ahe

as Felix disappoared. “HS-
111 be able to show you my
new toy. It came by the

My uncle sent It to me.
k It up to the laboratory to
Dad, but he called to me
door that he was busy
some patients and that he waul-ll
down later and look at it. Beel™
As Florence spoke she held up for In-
spection & camera that was slung by a

Btanley. “Hut what's the excile-

-t:’ You have no less than three,

x.. 1 gave you one of them my-
‘Il

different,” ahe ex-
That gqueer-shaped

svople lens attachment’ you've read

+ go much about in the sclentific maga-

It s really a microscope. It
will phnm.:;rh detalls that the naked
can h ly mee. It will take &
four-by-five picture of the very tinlest
jeaf or ingect, It's wanderful. Come
and help me efperiment with

it s might photograph a''——
*Hold on!” he lsughed, nervously.
“Hald on! I'd be glad to help you in
any deep sclentific researches you
choone. i‘m not just now, if you don‘t
mind. You see, I've something ter.
ribly important to tell you. And, ir 1
wailt, I'm afrald my courage will give

” it something new about the
Crimmon Stain?™' she asked eargerly.

“No,” he returned. “It's nothing
about the Crimson Stain.  And IUs
nothing new. It's the very oldest
story in all the wond; and the very
sweeteat. May 1 tell It te you-—
dear?

His steady volos trembled, ever so
lttle, as ha apoke. Florence glanced
up quickly into his ardent «yes, then
as quickly averted her own fuce lest
he sea the flood of color that rushed
fato It and the lovellght that set her
own eyea aglow,

Impulsiveiy he caught both ber lit-
tle hands (o bia

“Florence,X he sald, his volee low
and vibrant, "you must surcly know
what I want to say, You must have
gnown all along how 1"—

He got no further. A heavy step
sounded on the landing of the stalrs
fust above where he¢ and Florence
stood. Htanley knew the step of Dr,
Montrose.

Much as he liked the doctor, Htan-
lay would gladly have wonwigned tho

]

old gentloman, just then, to soms
desert lalnnd ten thousand miles
away. He dropped Florence's handa

and turned to greet his host.

Bat he did not turn soun enough Lo
poe the ook of utter horror st
swept over the doctor's gentle face at
pight of the two fgures standing so
closely togetber In the haliway just
below him.

Dr., Montrose wenl deathly pale for
an instant, and his left hand clutched
at his heart. Then, by a mighty ef.
fart of will, he cuntrolled his hurror-
stricken features and advanced cor-
dially to welcome the son of his boy-
hood triend

From the evident lking in the doe-

tor's words of greeting, Harold was
half-tempted to ask him, then and
there, for his daughter's hand. For he

knew the old gentleman was fond of
him, and anticitated no obsiacle to
14n suit. But, remembering that he
had not as yet asked the girl hornelf,
ne altered his purpose, and contented
BMmaclf with giving somewhat aim-
s answers (o Moptrose's remarks,
Presently, lul*‘ that the doctor

o o

had no Intention of going back to the
Inboratory and that his own chances
of & word alons with Florence were
lght, Harold decided sulkily that he
must postpone his proposal untll some
time when Montrose should be buay
or alse away from home,

Bo, reluctantly, he took his lesave.
Florence, watching him atride down
the walk toward the gate, did not
realise thal her father was studying
her huppy face with pathetic inten-
sity, Nor did she guess that the soft
radiance In hor eyes told him her po-
ecret an clenrly as could any spoken
word.

Dr. Montrose turned to his daugh-
ter impulsively, ag If to speak out the
fear that tortured his heart. Hul as
his lips parted his ear caught a
faintly distant sound that seamed to
come from the wi of the house
where was located laboratory. It
was a sound as of a falling body.

Florence, still gasi rmaptly after
the departing lover, did not hear the
muffied nolse, Hut Dr, Montroge hur-
n':ld M::. t:::‘un house and up the
stairs, of fenr merging Into
one of terrified perplexity, o

Bearcely had the doctor quitted hin
laboratory, five minutes earlien, on
hia way downsiairs to Florence and
Btanley, when Falix glided silently
down the hallway of the laboratory
wing and tried the door. Filfty Umes
during the past few months had he
done thia, In his rmployer's brief ab-
sences from the luboratory. But al-
most always the apring lock held tho
door shut against him,

To-day, however, the door chanced
to be on the latch, ix thrilled at
hia own good luck. e had always
been morbldly ourious about this
mysterious rpom. And now he saw
a chance to gratify his curiosity.

Into the laboratory he crepl. For
A& moment he stood staring interest.
edly at the gables and shelvea luden
with phinis, retorts and other chem-
fcal” paraphernalin, at the qgueer ap-
paratus and Instruments in various
parts of the bly room.

MSON STAIN MYSTERY

and greeted the unlooked-for visltor

“You'll forgive this Intrusion, won't

Miss Toscal' asked Harold, as

® enterod the flat and went with

her into the living room. "I stopped

hera on my way from Riverdale to

the ofMce, becauss I wanted a rather
Important talk with you."

“Of course,” aasented Vanya, sanily,
as she seated herself on & rug-covered
divan and motioned him to a chalr
facing her. "“And you may smoke it

, .

claimed, her heart warming te this
bearer of good news. "1 tiled to tell
you about the ‘Figure in Black,' you
remember. Bul you''-—

“I know, 1 know,” replied Parrish,
“It was my own losa. If I'd taken
your tip the credit of clearing younyg
Clayton would b¢ mine and not Htan-
lpy's. That's why 1've come hers to-
day. I'm beginning to get a pretiy
bigh idea of your detective powers,
young lady, and I want to avall my-
self of them If you'll et me."”

Filattersd at this praise from the
usually grumpy Parrish, Florence
made nnawer:

“Why, certainly. What can 1 do?"

“I've been making Ingquiries about
that apartment house where Miss
Vanya Tosca Uves' be suld. "The
house where you were kidnapped and
where you saw Lambert murdered,
while you hid In the closet there.”

“Yea™'

“Well, It seemas the house was a pri-
vate dwelling years ago before It wis
turned Into apartinents, It was
bulit by an eccentric old chap who
put two secrel pasageways into It
leading up from vhe cellar, That got
me to thinking. 1 never did see how
you could have been carrled In broad
daylight through the public hallway
of the house and to the Tosca Mat.
Thers would bave been too much

As he slood peering about him he rink

heard a faint polse that seemed to
come from the other alde of wn ap-
parently Dblank wall. Scared, he
crouched behind & table just as n
panel In the walnscoted wall began
to slip to one slde, revealing an inner
room beyond the wall,

Through this opening appeared the
head and shoulders of Tanner, As
Felix stared bewilderingly at him,
Tanner entersd the laboratory and
turned around to close the wsecret
panel.

if once the panel was closed Felix
knew that he had seant hope of find-
ing n way to opon it again, Thers-
fore, Iin the second that the other
man's back was turned toward him
the servant sprang forward from be-
hind the tuble and buried his talon-
ke Angers In Tanner's throat,

Token wholly by surprise, Tanner
siruggled In valn against the clammy,
fron grip that erushed his windpipe
shut. He could not see hin flant,
He could not shake him off,  Buffo-
eatlon blinded and tortured him.
Then unconsclousness put a merciful
end 1o his pain. He collapsed noinily
to the fleor, upsetting 4 chalr in hin
full

When Dr. Montrose, a half-minute
later, rushed into the laboratory, he
saw the secrel panel standing open
und Tanner aprawled senseless on
the floor, He knelt over the swoof-
ing man, As he worked feveriahly to
restore him to consclousness, Mont.
rose noted with horror the red finger
marks on his throat.

Al last Tanner opened hin eyes,
Bhuddering, he looked wildly about
him, The sight of the doctor seomed

to reassure the man, To the wdrd.
less question In Montrose's eyes, he
babibled, Ineoherently:
“No, | don't know who,
we# him,

1 eouldn't
HBut=1 feit the throat.grip
nli right. As long as | could ml
anything., IUs—Iit's & warning, doo!"™

A spasm of terror shook Dr, Mon-
trose from head to foot,

Florence watched ot the front door
untll Stanley wuas out of sight. Then
as she made as though to go back
into the house ahe maw Layton Par-
rish turn In from the street and start
up the wulk toward the veranda,

The girl 4ld not ke Parrish. Bha
could not tell why, she could give no
reason for her instinetive dislike, Her
first impulse now was to go indoors
bofore he should mount the veranda

wleps, Hut ghe curbed the wish, tell-
ing herself that she and this man
were allies In the Crimson Staln
battle and that ahe must try to over-
come her distaste for him.

Bo she ndvanced a step to meet tha
detective, and held out her hand
toward him courtecously If not cors
dially.

“Well, Misas Montrose,” was Par.

rlah's himost effusive greoting as ha
shonk hands with ner, 1 hear you
are to be congratulated on elearing
young Clayton from the charge of

killing Truxton Lambert, It was &
clever bit of work you did. My com-
pliments, Clayton wos set fres an
hour ago. Me told me he was golng

to oall here momne
thank you'
“I'm #o glad he lo froe!” she ox.

time to-day

tu
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“so 1 figured that the kidnapper had
used one of the accret passages, |
went Into the closet where you were
put. ‘And | found a pasange at the
back of It, behind a slub of scantiing.
It led to the cellar. Now 1 want tu
find that second passage. It may give
n clue 1o the way the masked assassin

ot In and out of the house. Will you
LI moe T

“Help you?! How?

“Hy coming there with me and
searching the cellur. A woman's wit
and & woman's eyes are better than
any man's. I've tried, and I can’t find
n”

Bhe waa tempted to refuse, point
blank. Then she remembered her
promise to Harold to do all In hor
power 1o help solve the Crimson Stain
mystery for him. And with a little
nod she consented. Stopping unlg LT
put on her hat which she had lald on
the ball table, she set forth at Par-
riah's side, not even remembering to
leave behind her the camera which
still hung by Ma strap from Ber
shoulder, ’

Leoan than an hour later Parrish
was ushering her into the dingy oel-
lar of the apartment house. Through
the front cellar he led the way, elec-
tric flashlight in hand, and te wn
inner room beyond the furnace.
Thia reom, whose door he shut be-
hind them, was pitch dark excepl for
the Aashiight rays.

“The other passagewny is oulslde
in the main cellar,” he toid her, “I've
sounded all the walls out here. They
are of masonry, and the second pas-
sageway can't possibly astart there,
In here there ls plenty of woodwork.

she interrupted, eagerly,
hor quick eye notlcing an irregelar
oblong of wood ehat projected o few
Inehes beyund the mouldy side wall,
“Thin looks like a door of same Kind
And, see, there s & groove ta the
floor as if to slide it Lo wnd fro. Let's
try this firat.”

Bhe jaid hands on the slab of wood,
and  with nIL her young strength
soiffhit to push 1t to one side. To her
delight the siab yielded at the first
attempt and siid nolselessly to the
left, revenling & narrow opening in
the wall and the beginning of a Alght
of rude stone steps,

But, on the instant, the fAashlight
wont out, and she heard the sharp
click of a door lock. Parrigh had
backed out of the room, locking its
heavy doar behind him. Florence wna
wlone in the dark, a prisoner. Bhe
eried for help. No answer came,

L] [ ] . L] L]

Vanya Tosca wous alone  In her
pretty fAat. Hhe was walting for
Plerre La Hue, who had bidden her
to oxpect him, Already ho was Inte,
And the woman was nervously won-
dering why. Then came o ring at the
outer door of the apartment. With a
smile of cager welcome she ran to the
door and Aung It open

On the threshold
Htanley.

The Ught of glad expectancy died
from YVanya's ey, 1o be replaced by
momentary dread. Then she stendled
ber nerves for whatever might befall

slood Harold

“Do you suppose 1 could forget It
she demanded, l.rc?bllnl. “It Is the
I::Ml face, would swear to
that” .

* “Quick!" he ordered. “Glve me
that camera. You -‘ it has & mi.
croncoplo  lens Qulck!”™

Before she eould f'.- his intent,
Stanley had mn and adjusted
the camera, uging the distance,
he took a time.exposure photograph
of the image In Vanya's staring eye,

“Now, then,” he went on, “we'll

B
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you like. Do you care for a drink?

“No, thank you,” declined Stanley,
adding: "1 realise—and so do the po-
lice—that the murder of Truxton
Lambert in your flat has thrown an
unplensant light on you. Ho bas the
Kidnapping of Misa Montrose from
Clayton's apartment while you were
there, People are beginning to speak
of you as ‘a woman of myatery.’ That
sort of thing does you great harin.
It Is no affalr of mine, of course. And
If you resent my questions I've noth-
ing further to say. But If you care
to clear yourself''—

As he tanlked Vanya had been
glancing with apparent carelessness
about the room. If Harold had
watched her more closely he might
baws noted that her roving gase
nlways came to rest on a large
framed pleture that hung directly
opposite the couch and Just behind
the visltor's back. Also he might
have guessed, as she now broke In
on his words, that ahe was seeklag
to gain time,

“Perhaps,” she began, talking slow-
Iy, as though to stretch the narra-
tive to the greatest posaible lrnglh.l
“perhaps you will understand me
betusr, Mr. Stanley, if 1| go back o
little and tell you something of my
enriler life. It will help explain what
followed, You see, 1 was o Husalan
peasant girl, My parents wers very
poor, But my girlheod was happy.
For 1 knew nothing better. Then,
when [ wnas elghteen—one day In
tho forest—1 met Plerre La Hue®

“Perre La RueT' echoed Htanley,
“Who s he?

“l am coming {o that presently,”
she continued, with the same exns-
perating slowness, her eoyes strain-
ing agnln to the picture, “You mea,
I was only a girl, ignorant and un-
sophisticated, And he wons unlike
any other man,, His eyes haunted
me, 1"

As she was speaking tho great
tramed pleture on the opposite wall
slowly swung outward, as though
on hinges. In the aperture behind It
appeired the face of Plerre La Rue.

44 Rue's gaze Nxed itaelf strangely
upon Vanya's with a hypnotic Inten-
sity that held her powerless. Io his
eyon the Crimeon Staln began o
mnoulder and bloxe!

Then the picture swung shut again,
Htanley noticed that Vanya had
rensed  apeaking Her volee had
trulled awuy into nothingness, Her
wide eyes wers fixed and glassy.
They were staring st something di-
rectly behind Harold, |

He wheeled about to ses what had
so fascinated her, But nothing in the |
aspect of the picture or of anything
else n sight seemed to account for |
that wild stare. He aaked her If she
were 11l or frightensd. Hhe gave tlol
reply, Lut sat rigidly staring. Harold
made a haaty tour of the room to seek
again the cause of her odd bshavior,
Then ha returned to where Vanya sat
and Iaid one hand on her shoulder,
looking down into her glased eyea.

Rha 4ld not move or speak. And
he saw, with amase, that she was in
n hypnotio trance. He saw more. In
the wide pupll of her eye, as in &
tiny mirror, he saw the perfect refiec.
tion of & mn's face—the bearded and
whastly fuce of n man with hypnotie-
ally glowing vyeas,

“Harold!™ erled a girl's volee just
behind the wondering Btanley,

He whirled about, The pleture was
swinging outward from the wail, In
the opening behind it stood Florence
Montrose. Harold ran across to her
In amazement, voleing a dosen be-
wildered questions as he helped her
down Inte the reom.

"I enme hore with Mr. Parrish to
find n secret passagewany,” she ex-
plained, “and I wan locked In. 1 fol.
lowed a fight of stairs In the wall
nnd ot last | touehed nomething that
folt !lke canvas, I pushed and it
opened, And [ saw you and Miss—
Miss Tosen. What In the world are
you doing here? And what is the
matter with har?

“She Is in some kind of stupor,”™
wnld Harold, uwncomfortably, adding:
"Look at her ayes, Look close. What
4o you see?"

“Why—Why, It's the reflection of a
face-—a man's face,” she answered,
staring more closely; then exolalm-
Ing in horror: *It is the face of the
man who killed your father”

“NoT" ahouted Harold, lncredulows,

Featuring 'Ma

clutehing agonizedly at his throat.
"l—I guess 1

must have keeled
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over,” he evaded, brokenly, In an- \

O e T T “She is in some kind of stupor. Look
I:EEL‘:::“ m"}'ﬂ %‘:hg Eﬁ at her eyes. Look close. What ::' u see?
second. The spring lock door blow ““Why it's the reflection of a face—the
Souidne et It open Bo I sam wp face of the man who killed your father."

hers, (0"—

"Wo've just uoa
began Florence, 11£t1

t Btanle
of warnipg

"rll‘u
ready,” Harold Interposed.

“I'll coona along,” volunteersd Par-
rish, “I've got to see Dr. Montrose
to-day on business.”

Half an hour later, leaving Fellx
to notify the doctor of Parrish's
rrnnnoq. Harold and Florence went
0

the
‘m equipped on the wsecond
oor of the Montrose home.

The door of the dark room closed
pehind them and presently the aplash
of chemicals betokened that they

ng the camera.
esked her.

—’

THE PICTURE SWUNG OUTWARD, REVEALING THE FACE OF

LA RUE, THE CRIMSON 8T,

take that to your house at once and
develop It In your ‘dark room.' When
we get a four-by-five photograph
from it we'll send a copy of the
photo to every police station In Am-
eriea; and there'll be a four-column
eut of It on the front page of to-

morrow’s Examiner. Lord, what a
face! It's more terrible than
Bvengali'a”

“She s coming back to Wpr
sennes,” reported Florence, who had
been seeking to  revive Wanya,
.th‘Il‘_-__

A thud In the outer hall shook the
wholg apartment. Running out to in-
vestigate, they found Parrish Iyving
at full length on the hallway floor
A8 Harold drew near the delective
slowly ralsed himself to his knees,

AIN ABLAZE IN HIS EYES.

were buslly developing the plate

At the same moment Plerrs La Rus
creoping along the hallway halted
just outalde the dark room door and
listened in avident worry. leavieg the
door he ran nolsolessly toward the
now empty laboratory, retufning a
minute later carrying an odd.shaped
tank to which was attached o tube.

Dr. Montross once had—at the ra-
quest of the Governmeant—experi-
mented In the making of noxious
gases for army use. This tank con-
tained the final result of his experi-
mants.

Holding the end of the tube to the
keyhole of the unventllated dark foom
La Rue turned on the tap. The dark
room began to fill with a dizsying
vapor, Iut In his haste Plerre turned

tha face of'——
with a quick glance
you home now, if you're

tographic dark room the

v

Before she could guess his intent, Stan«
ley had opened the camera. Gauging the
digtance he took a photograph of the¢ image
in Vamya's staring eye.

the laver too suddenly In order to In-
creass the pressure, The tank ex-
ploded with a foree that tore the dark
room door from s hinges.

Harold Stanley staggered out Into
the hall bhalf carrying, balf suppori-
ing Florence, who mechanically
clutched the newly deaveloped photo-
graphie plate. They wore just In time
to see Plerre La Hue plck himself up
O e en bt Baron Rt &
tho n ur m.

Stanley at a glance recognised La
Rue from his photographic llkensas.
With & shout he sprang at the man.
La Rue deftly wriggling out of reach
of Harold's descending arm, bolted
across the hall and upstairs, Harold
followed. .

Hobert Clayton, entering the house,
heard Btanley's yell. And without
waiting an instant he bounded up-
ward in the direction of the sound.
Florence pointed to the flylng figures
pa Clayton sped past her, and oried
eut to 1

“It i» the Crimson Btain man!"

Up, up ran La Rue, the two men at
his heels. He aprang at last up the
scuttle iadder, kicking it away from
under him, and gained the roof. Har-
oM and Clayton, pieking up the fallen
Iadder and olimbing in tum to the
roof, wera in time to see La Rue
erouch for an {nstant on the parapet
edge, then launch himself into the
alr.

Acrons a ten-foot space La Rue
sprang. His outflung anms seiznd

. the boughs of a tall tree Lhat grew

beside the house. He worked his way"

swiftly to the trunk, and with the
speed of a cat slid to the ground.

As Plerre's feet touched earth
Htanley bent over the parnpet and,
drawing his revolver, fired at the
fleeing figure. La Hue's left arm was
suddenly jerked upward by n spas.
modie twitch of the nerves. With his
right hand he selzed hia own left
forearm midway between elbow and
wrist. Then, In apparent agony, he
staggered toward the houss and out
of view from the two men on the roof,

“You winged him!" cried Clayton.
“Come back the same way we ran up
and we can catch him somewhare
downstairs. He made for the house,
He's too badly hit to travel far'

But when they reached the ground
floor their closest search did not re-
veal the man they sought. Parrish
and Dr. Montrose and Florence alded
them In the quest. Tut Plerre La
Hua had wholly vanished,

Felix, alone of the household, took
no part In the man-hunt, In the de-
serted Iaboratory -he stood, his left

asleeve rolled up, bathing a wound
his forearm.

The Iaboratory just then seemed
only spot where he was likely to
free from observation. As &
of fact, ho was was not free
observation oven there, For a mashed
and hooded figure appeared at the
window behind him, loaked In for an
instant, then vanished,

At Inat the searchers realized that
they ware on a fool's errand. They
gnthered In the lower hallway,
ing from thelr efforts. And g
Fellx, descending the stairway, found "

m.

“I have been asearchi the meef,
sir,” he said In reply l.:'.

from the un doctor, =.

trace of him up there™
in

“There

though,” ce,

triumph, as she recalled that she gti!
carried the preclous pho

plate. *Look, dad,

negative of his pho A por
foct negative. aro is going
print the picturs in to-morrow's By
aminer, and pend coples of the

to all the police stations, Thia is the
very Image of the murderer. An
one will recognize him from l{
Look!™ -

She handed it to Dr. Mofitrose. He
¢ld the negalive to the light, study-
ng it long and earnestly, his faee

gray with suffering. Then Parrish
stretohed out his hand for 1L

“It's our best clue so far” sald

Harold. "The photograph of the

Crimson BAtaln murderer, And no
t‘!{m will belleve how weo got ft
I

He broke off with a ery of anger
Pnarrish, rlumnilr hnndun:’ﬂw
viate, had let it slip from betwes

is fingers. It fell to the poll
floor and amashed Into a
pleces,

“Lord, but I'm sorry!™ sputtered
Parrish, in nolsy cont “I'm a
butter-fingered  bonehead! ]

what 1T am! I'm——" 1

Harold Stanley was not Hetening.
He had caught a*queer Jlook In Felix's
érafty eyes, as the plate fell.

He glanced keenly at the now mask-
Hke visage of the servant, thea at the
fragments of the broken plate on the
mr. then at the loudly apologetic Par-

Florence, watching her lover, saw a
Hght of sudden knowledge and under-
standing flash across his face.

His was the expreasion of & man J4
who has all at once triumphantly
solved a bhafMing problem.

(To be continued -4
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““Lovers’ Luck’’
Worth Playing
At the Comedy

By Charles Darnton.
ﬂ NY ONE with a senss of fair-

ness must have patlence with

the Washington Square Flayers
at the Comedy Theatre, Like the
heroine of “Hush!" they seem to be
doing their best to shock the world.
If they bore it at times, the fault lies
with themaelves more than with the
authors of the four ahort plays that
now give them employment,

First of all, there's Alice Hrown
with “The Bugar House,” In which
the New England consclence works
overtime, for it amounts to little more
than the shadow that “Ethan Frome"
casts upon the snow of that dreary
region. “Lovers' Lauck,” however, ix
worth playing, Taken from the
Freneh of Georges de Porto-Riche by
Ralph Roeder and Heatrice de Hol-
thisir, It raises the spirite, not to
mention the eyehiows. The whole
matter ia put, eleverly enough, Into
the question, “Do you want me to be

tent ypon a duel for the moment, had
been permitied to raise his eyea to
those of Francolse. In this simple,
natural way satire could have been
realised. Helen Westley is Intarest.
ing na the married fAirt who visita
the artiat after her love has grown so
cold that a touoh on the shoulder
sends a shiver through her, while Jose
Ruben gives an amusing performe-
ance as the discouraged philanderer.
In the role of the patieat wife,

printer help her name!-—I|s much more
at home than she |8 as the jade of
“The Sugar House

Amateurish acting makes sad work
of “A Merry Death”.a harlequinade
from the Russinn of Nicholas Ev-
reinor. “Histers of Busanna,” by
Phillp Moeller., 1s & bad farce badly
neted. But while there Is life there
Is hope-—and the Washington Bquare
Flayers are young,

—— e

HER BOSS TO WED ACTRESS.

mage Obialn the License.
BTAMFORD, Conn, Oct, 1% Joseph
M. Behenck, promoter of theatrical and
motion pleture enterprises in New York,
and Norma Talmadge, acreen actress,
secured a llcense hers yesterday (o wed.

and were much plt oul when they dia-
covered they must walt five days un-

unfalthful to every one? It might
eaally have been turned to merrier
aceount if the downrast huaband, In-

Rub It ©On
Rub It In

USSR IT AD A

LINIMENT

SORE BACK
LUMBAGO
RHEUMATISM

AND FOR ALL MUMCULAR PAIN
Has Ne Disagresable Oder,
Does Net Soil the Clothing.

neoew 25 ¢ om sorm

D A B

RADWAY'S READYRELIEF
S70ps PN

} It Does Not Blister

der the Connecticut lnwas,  Miss Tul-
madge is being starred In a serfes o
moving pletures soon to be produce
by Mr henck.

(iwladys Wynne—heaven and the|

——
Joseph M. Schenck l:ll Norma Tal-

| =g

MARINERS' PASTOR DIES.

“The Rev. Bamuel Boult, for twenty-
olght years pantor of the Mariners'
Church, No. 188 Elevenith Avenue, died
yesterday In his sixty-ninth ysar, in his
{home, No. 1537 East Nineteenth Street,
Brooklyn.

neoff, and stayed to pray,
connected with the New York
clely, under whose direction
Is managed, thirty years,
version, in 1875, he began
meotings for the sallors
River,

Boult PBros., the shipbullSers,

£
f

i
]

|

:
F

Mr. Bouylt, himself & sallor, until one

ix

Thomaa Rawlinson were his w
funeral will be held at the
2 P. M. to-morrow,

|

—_

! night he entered Mariners’ Church to
| = — ————

manufactu

| The Kind You Have Always Boug.ht.
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the supervision of Chas.
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